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very capable, considering she was sixty, if a day, and
the way her corsets creaked. After all, to be with the
family again was a great comfort to the poor old soul—
eight years younger than Winifred, who, like a true Forsyte,
looked down on the age of others from the platform of
perennial youth. And a comfort too, to have about
the house one who remembered Monty in his prime—
Montague Dartie, so long dead now, that he had a halo
as yellow as his gills had so often been. Poor, dear Monty !
Was it really forty-seven years since she married him,
and came to live in Green Street ? How well those satin-
wood chairs with the floral green design on their top
rails, had worn—furniture of times before this seven-hour
day and all the rest of it! People thought about their
work then, and not about the cinema ! And Winifred, who
had never had any work to think about, sighed. It had
all been great fun—and, if they could only get this little
fuss over, the coming season would be most enjoyable.
She had seats already for almost everything. Her hand
slipped down to what she was sitting on. Yes, she had
only had those chairs recovered twice in all her forty-seven
years in Green Street, and, really, they were quite respectable
still. True! no one ever sat on them now, because they
were straight up without arms; and in these days, of
course, everybody sprawled, so restless, too, that no chair
could stand it. She rose to judge the degree of respect-
ability beneath her, tilting the satinwood chair forward.
The year Monty died they had been recovered last—1913,
just before the war. Really that had been a marvellous
piece of grey-green silk !

